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He placed his hand on the thick brass handle and pulled open the bright red door. At first, Mrs. Lindsey had diff
recognizing him, but then she came out from behind the counter, where she had been polishing a brass lantern, arms outst/'
ed. She gave Abel a big hug and proceeded to interrogate him as to his state of affairs. He responded cordially to her voll^
questions and added with affection that he hoped she might stop by sometime soon.
"I'm sorry I can't stay and talk with you longer," Abel said, "but I promised Mom I would get some work done around
house."
"Good for you," Mrs. Lindsey said. "I'm glad you stopped by. Take care and give my best to Evelyn."
"Sure thing," Abel said.
Once again Abel stepped out into the sun, and after a brief stroll along the wharf, accompanied by wheeling, screech
gulls, he made his way to the car and drove to Sylvester's.
Sylvester was a bear of a man. When he saw Abel pull in he reared up from the car he was slouched over, gave his hand
quick wipe, and lumbered over to Abel. He extended a huge greasy paw to Abel while swiping him on the shoulder with K
other hand at the same time.
"Well goddam my eyes if you han't grown, young Abel! You look to be in fine shape."
"Thank you, sir," Abel replied. "I was wondering if you couldn't use me to help around the station some this year."
"Well, I'll tell you, Abel," Sylvester replied, returning to the car he was working on, "Things are a bit slow now, but sta
ting in October I could use somebody from Monday to Friday, from 11:00 - 5:00, working through the winter, until the end of
next August."
Abel marveled at the daintiness with which Sylvester removed a nut. He held it between his thumb and forefinger, pinky ex
tended, while he scrutinized it with one eye closed.
"Sounds fine to me," Abel responded.
"It's settled then. We'll see you the first Monday in October."
Great, Thanks so much, Mr. McClean."
"No problem, Abel. Give my best to Evelyn and don't go stripping the gears of your mother's car now."
Abel hopped into the car and drove out the gravel driveway, leaving a suspended cloud of dust. He gave Sylvester a few
toots on the horn while he waved from his stance next to the gas pumps.
After a brisk drive home, Abel ate a quick luncheon of sandwiches and milk, which his mother served, and he was ready to
begin work.
From the barn he took a fairly large "D" shaped logging saw, a splitting maul and a light Hudson Bay cruising axe. With
these tools in hand he walked around the side of the barn, which was covered with moths, to the backyard. He looked to his
right and saw that Jason Lingley had also put sheets of greased aluminum around the trunks of the small trees, which stood in a
row, forming the border between their house and the Hathaway's who lived next door. The purpose of these greased strips of
metal was to prevent porcupines from climbing into the upper branches and eating the tender twigs. He walked past the lawn's
own granite disconformity and looked back into the woods, which began just beyond the fringe of the lawn.
The clearing lay before him like an altar. Large white clouds were moving in, causing the sun to shine down through the
trees in twinkling rays. The trees which he was supposed to cut were good sized cedars that lay across the clearing's floor. The
clearing itself consisted of granite slabs overlaid with delicate, pale green, elk horn lichen and spongy moss. Blueberrys grew in
the large longitudinal cracks that split the granite.
Abe padded along this fragile landscape and set down his tools. He then rolled up the sleeves of his work shirt and picked up
the saw. Then he went about sawing the trees into manageable lengths for splitting. At about this time, little Joey Hathaway
who was around six years old, and his playmate from down the road; Gordon Parsons, tore out of the Hathaway house for a
game of cowboys and Indians.
Abel continued to work, making good progress. Although a light breeze had picked up, sweat streamed down his back. He
finished splitting the stubby, cut lengths with the heavy maul and started in cutting off the braches of his second tree with the
Hudson Bay axe. When he had finished, he stood up straight and stretched his back and shoulders. Then he stood there admiring the beauty of the clearing while the axe hung down in his right hand.
At his moment, Joey and Gordon came crashing through the woods behind him. Joey wore a fringed western style jacket,
made of cotton, that had a rearing horse and a thunderbird embroidered on the front of it in bright colored thread. A floppy, felt
cowboy hat covered his sandy hair. In a holster on Joey's side was a shiny, lifesize revolver. Its magazine held a long role of caps.
Gordon wore a blue jean jacket, and his face bore two parallel streaks of red on each cheek. He had a dyed yellow feather in the
leather head band he wore.
"Whatcha doin?" Joey piped up.
"Oh, I'm just cutting up some of these dead trees for firewood. How about you? Are you having a good game of cowboys and
Indians?"
"Sure we are. Gordon's the Indian and I'm the sheriff trying to bring him in dead or alive. Watch!"
With that Joey pulled out his pistol and shot Gordon three times. Gordon obligingly moaned; "Uhh. You got me." and
stumbled backwards rolling down on the soft moss. The acrid smell of gunpowder came to Abel's nostrils causing a rush of
Adrenalin. Suddenly, Joey brought the gun to bear on Abel, the glint from the barrel flickering in his eyes.
Without warning, Abel let loose with the reflexes of a panther. With a strong forehand swing he struck the axe into little
Joey's chest. Joey didn't even have time to scream. The axe had slipped in with a dull thud and he stood quivering on the end o
it like a speared fish. Then his legs buckled beneath him and he fell to the ground. The blood started to well up, soaking hi
clothes. It made the prancing horse on his jacket, which was stitched in brilliant yellow thread, turn the color of a withered
autumn leaf.

who had just regained his feet, looked on the scene with horror. Although his legs felt like lead, he compelled them
um p ec j furiously as he ran stumbling and shrieking through the woods to the Hathaway's house.
horrified by the scene before him. Joey lay on the ground, mouth agape as his blood was being soaked up by the
, anc j sawdust. Abel was beginning to grasp the seriousness of the situation and thinking quickly, he tore apart Joey's
thirsty ear , crammed his workshirt into the smiling wound. Soon it too was soaked through. Abel pressed hard against it, but
already bore the opalescent glaze of death,
tumbled aimlessly out of the woods, hands stained with blood, just as Sheriff Nelson Adams' car pulled over on the
f the road, its siren wailing.
v, d ors flew open before the car had come to a stop and the sheriff and the deputy, George Easily, rushed out of the car.
f ran back into the woods, while George contained Abel, who offered no resistance whatsoever. Ms. Perkins who was
the commotion outside, scurried out on the front porch to see Abel, shirtless, bent over the hood of the police car, his
gordon,

fs cuffed behind his back.
••What's going on here?" Evelyn demanded.
"Th re's been an accident out back. Joey Hathaway may be seriously hurt." George replied. At this moment the sheriff
nde quickly, back out of the clearing.
r orge call in an ambulance and wait for it here. Ms. Perkins, you'll come to the station with us."
M Ison seated Abel and Evelyn in the car and walked over with a final word for George. In a brief aside to sheriff Adams,
George remarked:
"That lady sure has been dealt a cruel hand in this life."
"Ain't that the truth George. Well keep charge of things here while I attend to business at the station."
Nelson squeezed into the car and drove the two and one'half miles to the police station. The trip seemed to last just seconds
d soon the three of them were cramping into the small, bare office space. Then began the tedious process of fingerprinting, fill'
out forms, signing statements and filing reports. When this had been completed after, what seemed like an eternity, Nelson
>d Abel over to one of two small cells and locked him in. The lock clicked home with a terrible sense of finality.
"We'll have to keep him here until the arraignment." Nelson explained.
The two walked outside. Just as she was about to walk through the door she looked cautiously backward, just as Orpheus
must have, to see Abel with his face turned towards a corner, his forehead supported by his clenched fists.
The two got into the black and white car and drove quickly home. When they got to Evelyn'-s house, Nelson let her out at
the bottom of the driveway.
"Take care Evelyn. I really am sorry," Nelson said in a sincere and solemn tone.
Evelyn stood on the end of the driveway, watching the police car float noiselessly down the road. When it had disappeared
over a final rise she felt something inside her snap. She didn't want to be alone. She, of all people, didn't deserve to be alone. She
began a slow walk up the driveway. The sky had become considerably darker and the wind whipped the weathercock around in
a chaotic fury that showed the disharmony of the fickle wind. As she came nearer to the house she believed that it was
overhanging its foundations. When she passed through the huge doorway, it appeared as though the great white house had
swallowed her up.
Chad Hussey

Want
Wearing a chemical straight jacket
I laugh in a ball,
My madness radiates against rubber barriers,
Stark, oppressive,
I contemplate blank pages, turning them to find nothing,
Where Good Humor men shovel cocaine
And white rabbits run in snowstorms,
The artist paints with invisible ink.
I dread too late,
My mind peeled away like a strip of acid.
Roger Butler

